THE  FIELD  OF OIL

"The first to enter the humble stall at sunset, the
opening of the Persian day, was the youngest king, he of
Sava, bearing with him his gift of gold. His eyes met those
of a youth of his own age, who accepted the present. The
king of Sava withdrew, to give place to Ava, a man of
substance, bearing frankincense. He saw a man of an
age like unto his own, who graciously accepted the gift.
Lastly, entered the eldest of the three kings, his silver
beard rippling to his breast. Advancing to receive him
came a dignified man of sixty. To him the old king
dropped stiffly upon one knee and presented the myrrh.

"Outside, the three compared notes. What was their
astonishment to find that their stories did not tally. Each
said that he had been confronted by his counterpart. Long
they debated how this thing could be. At length they
decided to enter the cave together. He must surely look
alike to the three of them at one and the same time.

"Yet another surprise lay in store. In the stable lay
a baby, thirteen days old, cradled in a manger. Beside
him were their offerings, gold, and frankincense, and
myrrh. With a gesture the baby intimated his acceptance
and gave the donors a closed box which they carefully
bore away. Not until they had travelled many days on
the road did they lift the lid. Therein lay a stone, which,
thinking they had been ridiculed, they hurled from them
into a deep well, constructed for the use of devout pilgrims
crossing the desert. The stone sank into the water far
below. Straightway a flame from heaven entered into
the well. This sign penetrated brains already perfumed
with the scents of saints and prophets, whose rare per-
fections were perpetually chanted by birds of melodious
notes, furnished with many pairs of wings; a perfume mixed
with musk, which scented the celestial mansions of those
who sang hymns in the ethereal sphere.

"The kings were overwhelmed. The stone was the
rock of the new Faith of the Prophet to whom they had
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